GENEVA

that Sue's boy has nothing to do with it. Besides, he
is at present in Singapore, where the native dancing
girls are irresistible.

The telephone rings.

THE SECRETARY. Excuse me. Yes? . . . Hold on a
moment. [To Sir O.] The Senior Judge of the Court
of International Justice at the Hague is downstairs.
Hadnt you better see him?

SIR o.  By all means.  Most opportune.

THE SECRETARY [into the telephone^ Send him up.

SIR o. Have you had any correspondence about this
business?

THE SECRETARY. Correspondence!!! I havnt read
one tenth of it. The Abyssinian war was a holiday job
in comparison. Weve never had anything like it
before.

The Senior Judge enters. He is a Dutchman^ much
younger than a British judge: under forty, in/act, but very
grave and every inch a judge.

THE SECRETARY. I am desolate at having brought
your honor all the way from the Hague. A word from
you would have brought me there and saved you the
trouble. Have you met the British Foreign Secretary,
Sir Orpheus Midlander?

JUDGE. I have not had that pleasure. How do you
do, Sir Midlander?

SIRO. How do you do?

They shake hands whilst the Secretary -places a chair
for the judge in the middle of the room, between his table
and Sir Orpheus. They all sit down.

JUDGE. I thought it best to come. The extraordi-
nary feature of this affair is that I have communicated
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